40         AT THE  CALL OF DEATH
Then they rode through the darkling night, The king and his brother Bhim,
And the king uttered never a word, But rode as a man in a dream.
The gaunt man led them on,
Through plain, o'er stream and hill, Till they came to the forest field
Where the tiger had made his kill. The sun rose over the wood,
As he pointed to the track. " 'Twas a merry red, that eve," he said,
" See, now the trail is black."
They tied their steeds to a tree,
Looked well to spear and blade. Then in front the king, with arrow on string,
Went softly up the glade. They had not gone a mile,
When a leaf in the forest stirred, And a brindled hide in a brake they spied,
And a muffled growl they heard.
The king drew string to his ear,
And the arrow to the head. The bowstring twanged like a harp,
As swiftly the long shaft sped. A striped form leapt away,
With a choking, husky roar, And Bhim he laughed, "'Twas a well-aimed shaft.
See, the stones are wet with his gore."